144                        SILENT IS THE VISTULA
like a heavy stone There was an explosion and another burst of flames
That afternoon The Republic earned the news that a German plane had been shot down over the Old Town by machine-gun fire, and had crashed with its load None of its crew had been saved. It was a lucky break for us, for it was not often that one shot down a plane that way
The afternoon paper also contained a brief account of the situation in the Old Town. No more intact houses were left standing there, and our posts had moved underground to the spacious caves, from which they daily made several sorties against the Germans. They fought on, but the fight could not continue much longer there. It was clear that, in careful, measured words, The Re-public was preparing us for the fall of the Old Town.
Prominently displayed in the paper was an appalling story of German treachery told by the only survivor of the Home Army unit which had been stationed in the Mostowski Mansion. Cut off from our other units, our boys there held on, hoping that eventually they would be rescued. They had run out of food and their supplies of ammunition were ridiculously low. They still maintained some contact with one post on Dluga Street, and they sent out desperate radio signals for help.
No wonder they were delighted one fine morning to see a large detachment of well-armed men, who wore the red-and-white armbands of the Home Army, approaching their post. Our boys at the Mostowski Mansion saw from a distance that the newcomers, who were marching on the quick, were bringing a few light machine guns with them. There could be no doubt that the long-awaited rescue was finally coining Apparently this was a company of the Home Army which had captured some Germans and taken their arms for their besieged comrades.
Our boys had come out of hiding, shouting a joyous welcome to the rescue party. The men in the first ranks